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black and obscene. I offered a prayer and a curse, brief, the gasp
of an overwrought soul, for my little band of followers.

Then I rose. With a swift rush we swept forward, the softness
of bodies yielding to our step. A wounded man called to me,
his plaintive wail tearing the heart. I dammed the source of
my compassion, and set myself to the purpose of the moment,
then again dropped for cover and rest. No shot was fired. A
third rush. The party on its narrow front in a thin irregular
line was within forty yards of the wood's edge. I whispered the
words to left and to right, " Fix bayonets." Once more my
lads rose from the blood-soaked fields in a mad rush.

If there had been any martyr in my soul it had turned beast
in the Pantheon of this modern Ephesus. I was murderer,
breath coming in short gasps, teeth set, hands clenched round
my rifle, nerves and sinews tense with life. " An eye for eye,
a tooth for tooth." Four German soldiers raised their arms in
surrender. I could hear the breath of Sergeant Barnes coming
in deep snarls beside me. I crashed through the undergrowth,
rifle and bayonet levelled to the charge, my great strength and
weight gathered behind the thrust. A man, bearded and
begrimed with battle, crumpled before my bayonet. The
Sergeant pierced another as a knife goes through butter. A
soldier, his arm broken, cowered back against a machine-gun,
hands raised, face blanched with terror. With a cry he turned
to run. I thrust with my bayonet at the full extent of a strong
arm. The man stumbled and fell back, his weight dragging the
rifle from the hand of his slayer.

I glanced about me, a stick-bomb in hand. The three Germans
lay awry and huddled at my feet, and my men were now extended
in a narrow trench a few yards within the wood. Other Germans
stood to a flank, making overtures of surrender ; and then came
forward. Someone threw a bomb, then others. The Germans
fell spattered with blood, lacerated and hideous. The blood-
thirsty battle fury in me died down as I wiped the sweat from
my eyes. I looked to the skies : the light which Harris has
made me see had gone. Hypnotism, hallucination, self-deception,
insanity ? I wonder.

I dropped for cover as a German stick-bomb sped through the
tree-stumps. German shells were falling anew in the valley to
the rear. Behind Bazentin the sun was sinking in a blood-red
sky, a fitting epitaph to its day.

Quickly the trench was reversed, and the German machine-